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Into the garden is she come,
Love and delight's Elysium;
If ever earth show'd all her store,
View her discoloured budding floor;
Here her glad eye she largely feeds,                      45

And stands, 'mongst them, as they 'mong weeds;
The flowers, in their best array,
As to their queen their tribute pay,
And freely to her lap proscribe
A daughter out of ev'ry tribe:                               50

Thus as she moves, they all bequeath
At once the incense of their breath.

The noble heliotropion
Now turns to her, and knows no sun;
And as her glorious face doth vary,                       55

So opens loyal golden Mary;
Who, if but glanced from her sight,
Straight shuts again as it were night.

The violet (else lost i' th7 heap)
Doth spread fresh purple for each step;                60

With whose humility possess'd,
Sh' enthrones the poor girl in her breast.
The July-flow'r that hereto thrived,
Knowing herself no longer liv'd,
But for one look of her upheaves,                          65

Then 'stead of tears straight sheds her leaves.

Now the rich-robed tulip, who
Clad all in tissue close doth woo
Her, (sweet to th' eye but smelling sour),
She gathers to adorn her bower.                             70

But the proud honeysuckle spreads
Like a pavilion her heads,
Contemns the wanting commonalty,
That but to two ends useful be,
And to her lips thus aptly plac'd,                          75

With smell and hue presents her taste.

So all their due obedience pay,
Each thronging to be in her way:
Fair Aramantha with her eye

Thanks those that live, which else would die;        80
The rest, in silken fetters bound,
By crowning her are crown and crown'd.

And now the sun doth higher rise,